CHAPTER 238 


May 1, 2013 


“Almost the day, huh?” 


Justin and Chie were walking down the street grin’s on their faces as they made 
their way home from a day at the arcade. A year had passed since Yu left Inaba, 
and while he had visited during the holidays before, the occasion never seemed to 
grow stale. It was always good to have him around after all, so no one ever seemed 
to skimp when it came time for Yu to come around to town. It was one of the few 
things that hadn’t changed with the passing year. Rise and Naoto had since left 
town, although the latter still stopped in from time to time. She had a job after all, 
she couldn’t stay in one place for too long. Same went for Rise; though it was more 
that she was on tour right now than it was that she had to move from place to 
place. She had chosen to live in Inaba when she wasn’t recording or doing her job or 
anything. Naoto, not so much. 


As for everyone else though, while they remained here, most of them had changed 
quite a bit. Justin grew his hair out longer, to the point where it was almost hitting 
his shoulders. The red in his hair was starting to come through more now than ever 
strangely enough. Perhaps it was just the pigmentation in his hair changing; 
perhaps it was just the way the sunlight reflected against his skull. He was still 
blonde of course, just less so than before. He still kept that stubble around his chin 
that formed the shape of a soul patch, if only because Chie liked it. Chie herself had 
been growing her hair out a bit as well, but she was met with the surprise of her 
hair actually being naturally curly. It wasn’t overly curly, mind you, it just couldn’t 
grow past a certain point without curling a bit around the tip. She didn’t really like it 
at first, but Justin encouraged her to give it a chance, perhaps sensing that Chie 
didn’t like it so much because it was a little ‘girly.’ It grew on her eventually, and 
she eventually decided to keep it. Hell she was twirling a lock of her hair around her 
finger right now as they walked. She certainly had fun with it at the very least. 


Yosuke cut his hair a little shorter, enough that it wasn’t running completely down 
the back of his neck at the very least. Turns out Yosuke had a very long neck; one 
almost wished he would have kept his hair long. But they all got used to it after a 
while, even if it took a little bit of awkward staring at it. Kanji, as it turns out, had 
some really crappy vision and had since taken to wearing glasses. Maya suggested 
he should wear contacts, but | guess he preferred the classy look of some slim black 
rims on his nose. Maybe it just reminded him of the time he saved the world. Rise 
had changed her appearance completely to go with the flow of her business and 
model herself to another generation. Her hair was long enough that it reached pass 
her ass, and she had since dyed her hair to a darker shade of red. Whoever her new 
manager was, he certainly knew how to marker her, though whether Justin could 


support that or not, he wasn’t sure. Yukiko had spiced up her wardrobe a bit, | 
suppose. Her clothes were usually a little more colorful now, and she sometimes 
wore these round, pink sunglasses. She essentially looked like a hippie; | guess she 
was going through a phase. It worked though, as much as you would think it 
wouldn’t. Naoto and Maya hadn’t changed a bit, at least appearance wise anyway. | 
guess the more things change the more they stay the same. 


“We've got so much we need to do...” Chie sighed a bit, though she smiled all the 
same. It was so hard to arrange these meetings when they had so much on their 
plate already as it was. It was senior year for Justin, Chie, Yukiko, Yosuke, and Maya. 
They kind of had a lot of things on their plate to worry about, what with school 
ending and all. Mostly college. In Chie’s case, it was the fact that her grades weren’t 
exactly top class. In Justin’s case, it was all about making sure Maya could go to 
college with him. Money wasn’t a problem anymore, oh no. You see, when Justin 
turned eighteen, he got the rest of his trust-fund... And... well... It was a lot of 
money. | guess if there was one thing Justin respected his father for, it was that he 
left Justin a fortune. Where he got this much money though, Justin didn’t know. He 
must have had a lot of the shit hidden away somewhere. How else could he have 
afforded a summer house out here all the way in Japan? Well all the same... Justin 
didn’t need to worry about money anymore. In a way, it was so relieving, the 
greatest gift. And the gift wasn’t the money itself, though that was nice, it was the 
gift of having the burden of taking care of two people on low income lifted off his 
shoulder. He had to wonder how people did this shit on a regular basis. 


| think it was less about getting in the same school as Maya as getting in the same 
school with Chie. | mean, with her grades there was no way she could get into some 
of the schools that Justin could; and... well, he had to think about his future too, 
right? It was quite the dilemma, and unfortunately it seemed like the determining 
factor was out of his reach. He had no control over any of it, and that was 
infuriating. All the money in the world now, and yet he couldn’t buy the one thing he 
wanted in the world. So what good was his banking account anyway? 


“Ah, it’s just a couple days. We have plenty of time to work on college applications.” 
Justin reassured her with a flick of his wrist. He wasn’t worried about the work they 
had to do, why should she? If it was a matter of writing a really good college essay, 
she knew Justin was there for her. Granted, he was much more fluent in English 
than he was her native language, but he had picked up a lot of Japanese while he 
was here, to the point where he didn’t even need to speak English around the 
majority of the group. Maya had the inconvience of needing to know THREE 
languages, however, and she just didn’t have the mental capacity for that, so 
generally when Maya was around the continued speaking English. Otherwise, 
Japanese all the way. Justin always mispronounced something, but Chie helped him 
with it. It was like a bonding experience. And that was a okay with Justin. 


“Scholarships, college essays, financial aid forms, loans; | don’t even know where to 
start.” Chie chuckled nervously as it really sunk in just how fucked she was. She 
didn’t know a damn thing about any of that stuff, how was she expected to fill all of 
that out on her own. Then once she was accepted there were room placement, 
medical forms, tuition forms, transportation forms; so many forms. It was really 
making her head spin. Justin laughed a bit, not necessarily at her misery but at how 
nervous she was getting about all of this. Snhe’d be fine. And for the record, he didn’t 
want her taking out any loans. Now that he had gotten the rest of his trust fund, he 
could help cover the difference. He was already going to have to pay for school for 
two people, one of which might not even have to pay for schooling depending on 
where they went, what was one more going to hurt him? Granted, he’d be 
completely broke coming out of college, but he could live with that. He had no 
problem working hard for a living after all; the trust fund was really just a blessing 
for these next few school years. 


“Chie, Chie, don’t worry about that stuff. They just make those forms look overly 
complicated; they’re really quite simple once you get to filling it out.” He reassured 
her. He had taken a look at the forms used for taking a loan out of curiosity; it was 
pretty much all terms of condition and then one page of basic information to be 
filled out. They made it look scarier than it actually was. “You know | got your back 
anyway.” 


“| already told you Justin, | don’t want you spending money on that, it’s too much.” 
Chie paused, staring at Justin with disapproving eyes. He had told her on several 
occasions since he had come into money that he would gladly help pay for her 
schooling, but... she couldn’t just take something that big from Justin. She’d just feel 
dirty; after all, this wasn’t just him taking her out to dinner or something, this was 
thousands and thousands of dollars they were talking about, not to mention he had 
to pay for his own schooling now. Justin scoffed a bit at Chie’s refusal to accept his 
help. She was like a splitting image of himself now that he was the rich one and she 
the poor one; at least, relatively soeaking. He owed her at the very least for all the 
money she had given him before he came into a fortune of his own. 


“| don’t care about the money Chie; not when it comes to you anyway.” He smiled. 
It wouldn’t be the first time he had emptied his pockets for her. Hell, he had only 
just finished paying off that jewelry he had bought her a year ago. Oh, how he 
desired to just give it to her after all his hard work, but... He couldn’t just do that; 
the timing had to be just right. Maybe he’d wait for her Birthday or Valentine’s Day. 
Both seemed so far away though, and it made him pace so much in his mind as he 
struggled with his desire for immediate gratification. Chie, smiled, cheeks red. Justin 
always did say the nicest things to her. 


“But | do.” She countered gently, poking him in the chest as if it would be some kind 
of deterrent. She knew it wasn’t, if anything that kind of behavior just encouraged 


Justin. But you know, sometimes it was just nice to fuck with him. Justin smiled as 
he wrapped his arm around her neck, fingers brushing against her hair. 


“Chie, what am | going to do with you.” He laughed a bit. It was a serious question 
though. What WAS he going to do with her? He was offering her free money, a full- 
ride through college, and she was denying it simply because of her pride. She 
reminded Justin a lot of himself. Perhaps that was what was so funny about all of 
this. Of course, all good things cannot last forever, and even short little moments 
like this were quick to be interrupted by someone or something. In this case, it was 
Chie’s cell-phone vibrating in her pocket. She was quick to thrust her hand into her 
jacket and flip the phone open, causing the screen to light up with text. 


“..Yukiko needs help picking out confetti.” Chie rolled her eyes a bit. She had told 
Yukiko on several occasions: One, they didn’t need confetti; that shit was impossible 
to clean up. Two, even if she did get confetti, there’s not any on specific kind of 
confetti to use. She was asking what color to use. How about ALL the colors? How 
about that? “I should probably go before she ends up buying something stupid, I'll 
see you later.” Chie dismissed herself, leaning up to give Justin a peck on the check 
before running off. Justin simply watched with a wide grin as she ran away, waving 
at her the entire way. It felt like forever before she was out of sight, which while 
normally a good thing, was especially draining on a man who had other allures. He 
turned around and walked away, smiling the whole way as he dug his hand into his 
pocket, pulling out the beautiful gift he had bought Chie just a year ago, rotating it 
in the sun to watch the light reflect off its gold surface. 


“Just got to wait for the right moment.” 


You could have had it all. 

There is no hope. For you. For me. 

In the end, we are nothing but ash. 

We were born from ash. 

We will burn to ash. 

You could have had it all. 

We will burn to ash. Burn to ash. Burn to ash. 
There is no hope. 

There was never any hope. 


There is no |. 


There is no you. 

You are part of a grand illusion. 
Rise and shine, it’s time to wake up. 
Control Is an illusion. 

Hope is an illusion. 

Life is an illusion. 

Rise and shine, it’s time to wake up. 
You are a part of a grand illusion. 
Your role has been played. 

Rumor has it the world is coming to an end. 
You could have had it all. 

You could have had it all. 

You could have had it all. 

You could have had it all. 

You could have had nothing. 

You are nothing. 

And you will know my name. 


We are... 


“Gah!” 


Justin shot up in bed, sweat rolling down his forehead, awakened by the sounds of 
gun shots richocheting through his dreams, the sickening sound of bones splintering 
before giving away. He had this nightmare many times before, and it never seemed 
to get any clearer. And yet the more he saw it, the more he feared it. Was it fear of 
the unknown, or fear that whatever was happening in that dream was coming soon? 
He breathed in deeply before sighing with relief, running his fingers through his 
hair. He didn’t recognize the voices that echoed through the fog of his mind as he 
slept, nor could he find any coherency in their words, and yet there was something 
about them that always rang deep in the chambers of his heart. Like a memory of 


what has yet to happen. 


He rolled over, eyes wide as he tried to get his bearings. He had to reassure himself 
it was just a dream. Yet it was so hard to believe in dreams these days. Some came 
true, others felt like they were so far away. It was more accurate to say nothing but 
nightmares were real now, and dreams nothing but fairy tales. Breathe in. Breathe 
out. Breathe in. Breathe out. Alright, alright, Justin was probably good now. It was 
nothing but fiction... but then, stranger things than fiction had happened in his life. 
Even what had been ground so much in reality seemed like nothing but a fable. 
Like... how HE died... He didn’t deserve that. Then there was Marie... And... All this 
death. Justin had seen more than his fair share of death. He didn’t want to see any 
of it again. He just wanted to... To live a normal life. Why was it destined that he 
could never be happy? That he must suffer for all his days. 


He rolled over a sigh of longing under his breath as he stared at Chie next to him in 
bed. Her was wrapped around his, and her forehead was burrowed where his 
shoulder had been moment before he had jumped from his covers. She was fast 
asleep thankfully enough. She had seen Justin wake up from those nightmares 
before; and he never wanted her to have to see him like that again. He just wanted 
her to have a good life. And it killed him to think that he couldn’t give that to her. 
He frowned, delicately running his fingers against the bangs of her hair. 


“Feels like the right moment will never come.” 


